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the covering from the spring mattress on his bed, hid
the bombs, the pistols and the ammunition and then
tacked the covering in place again. He had no particular
originality. He did what he had seen the blonde lady
do. He had not freed himself from Incriminating
evidence, supposing he had been arrested that evening.
Mattresses are liable to be shaken. The whole hotel
might have been blown up. Better for him to have
dumped them in the Rhone,

Better not to have waited two hours at: the hotel.
Time was precious if he wished to escape before the
hue and cry. But he was expecting someone. The
man who was to have warned Pospichil must pick him
up. How otherwise was he to get away from France,
how get to the safety of Italy? There was only one
thing he knew, go north to Switzerland by the way he
had come, like a dog, by Avignon to Paris, to Fontaine-
bleau, to Thonon, across the Lake of Geneva, Then
would come the adventure, going east by compass over
the mountains of Switzerland to Italy.

At length the news came to the hotel There was a
lot of animated talk. Krai did not; understand French
but he guessed what it was about. Someone off the
seven o'clock bus came into the hotel and was a centre
of Interest, He had seen everything. One might have
thought from his gestures that, he had been in the middle
of it, that bullets had flown by his head. His story
provoked murmurs and exclamations of indignation
from the men, sighs of horror from the women* Perhaps
he was not entirely believed, but another man came
rushing in with next day's edition of the Marseilles
Matin with staring headlines, sensational pictures of
the crime, photos of Alexander and Barthou,

Krai, in indescribable agitation, rushed out of the
hotel and sat in the first taxi lie could find, " Avignon!"
said he in a hoarse voice and he had to repeat it several
times before the taxi-driver understood that the passenger
wanted to be driven all the way to Avignon, a big fate.